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Summary: It was the first time Hiccup changed a shirt in front of him did Toothless notice the scars.





	Scars

**Warnings: reference to self-harm, mentions of self-harm**

…

Toothless ducked his head down, concealing his body in the vast shadows of the corner of Hiccup's room. His electric green eyes sparkled with mischief and he wiggled his hips, his tail lashing. His prey sat on the wooden structure held up by four legs. Shifting in place, with one final breath, he pounced, letting out a cry.

He knocked the structure down, sending Hiccup to the floor with a squawk. His human waved his arms widely as he lost altitude. Toothless used the soft pads on the back of his paw to cushion his head from the hard floor. He began licking his human all over, begging for his complete attention to be on _him_. Hiccup had been working for days on a new invention, and would get distracted very easily, tearing time away from Toothless unknowingly. Toothless did not like it. At all.

Hiccup couldn't help but let out a burst of giggles. Toothless batted him gently with his paws, and Hiccup swiped back at him. It was all half-hearted. Toothless didn't want to hurt him. And there was no way Hiccup could hit him hard enough. Unless it was with one of his inhuman concoctions he somehow cooked up.

"Ah, you got me, bud!" Hiccup poked his dragon's scaly chest. Toothless bopped right back. His eyes were wide and bright with his tongue hanging out in a gummy smile. He dragged his tongue over Hiccup's freckled face, drool dripping all over his messy russet hair and green tunic. The boy gagged at the overwhelming fishy smell, pushing him away, trying to wipe off the soaked shirt. "Toothless, you know this doesn't wash out!"

Toothless chortled, which sounded deep and throaty with being a dragon and all. Hiccup snorted and grabbed a rag off his desk, mopping up the saliva on his face. He tugged at his shirt, sticking his tongue out as a string stuck to his finger as he let go. "Uh, ew."

Toothless, very happy with himself, pranced up to the bed, and hopped right onto the mattress, the entire frame creaking greatly from his weight. Hiccup spared himself a glance, but rolled his eyes and decided to let him do what he wanted. Dragons weren't allowed on beds (or rather any wooden contraption they could break with their massive size), but Toothless always found his way to find himself on one. It was hopeless to try to get him to come down or stop him in the first place. Hiccup stripped off his shirt, holding the only dry spot near the bottom, not looking very amused as he tossed it by his desk for washing later.

Toothless yawned, circling before plopping down. Again, the bed creaked. He watched as Hiccup grabbed a spare tunic by his forage bag. He accidentally bumped into his desk with his side. A charcoal pencil rolled to the ground. Hiccup bent over and set it on his desk, the golden glow of the lantern illuminating his arm.

Something caught Toothless' eye. Thin red marks were littered horizontally across Hiccup's pale skin. The outline was white and puffed up more than the barely seen unblemished skin. They were long, and, judging by the size, they had hurt. To scar that thickly, it had to be cut deep. Toothless would know because he had been slashed by a Razorshaw years ago when he was just a babe. It was hard to see, but there was still the thin line in his scales. It looked exactly like Hiccup's.

Toothless slipped off the bed, bounding over to his human. He nuzzled his arm, breathing in deeply with one inhale. They smelled a bit old, but not that old. Way before he had met Hiccup.

Hiccup gave him a strange look. "What're you doing, bud?"

Toothless poked his arm again, more apparent this time. Hiccup's eyebrows furrowed, and he glanced down to where he was gesturing to. His eyes widened, and Toothless smelled the smoky sadly envelope his scent. He purred in question, licking the cuts with his rough tongue. Hiccup looked at them for a long time before sighing.

"That was a while ago, bud," he said grievously. "It was a bad time for me."

Toothless crooned reassuringly, bumping the end of his snout to Hiccup's stomach for more. Hiccup tugged on his tunic, and sat down on his bed with sunken shoulders. "I had a big fight with dad. He said some things, I said some things, and I just couldn't take it much anymore."

Toothless hopped up on the bed, wrapping his tail around Hiccup's frame and setting his large head in his lap, licking at his wrists as if it would make the cuts and scars fade away in an instant. Hiccup's lips quirked slightly, and he scratched the sweet spot between Toothless' ears and neck. He purred deeply.

"But I regret it," Hiccup said. "I regret it a lot. I have a lot now. I have my dad's approval, friends, and I have you, of course."

Toothless huffed in pride. He rubbed against his human. _I love you I love you I love you._

Hiccup stroked his scales with a soft smile. "Love you, too, bud."

…

…

**This just popped into my head. I was in the mood for some Hiccup and Toothless fluff. Sorry it's so short, I wrote this quickly. I just made up Razorshaw.**


End file.
